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jheir old greatcoats and padded jackets for good sheepskins
' taken from the dead insurgents.
A few days after the rising had been suppressed the
squadron was recalled to Kazanska. Here Fomin rested
from the burdens of military life, amusing himself to the
best of his ability. An incorrigible woman-chaser, a merry
and sociable cossack, he disappeared night after night,
returning to his quarters only a little before dawn. When
his men, with whom their commander was on familiar
terms, saw Fomin in the street of an evening with his boots
brilliantly polished, they exchanged knowing winks and
remarked :
" Well, so our stallion is off to the mares again ! Now he
won't come out till dawn 1 "
Unknown to the squadron's commissar and political
instructor, Fomin was in the habit of visiting the quarters
; of certain cossacks with whom he was on good terms when-
' ever they passed him the word -that vodka was plentiful
and a carousal was on the way. These visits occurred quite
frequently. But soon the dashing commander grew bored
and moody, and almost entirely forgot his recent ways of
finding amusement. He no longer cleaned his elegant
legboots so diligently of an evening, and did not bother to
shave every day. He still occasionally dropped in for a
drink at the quarters of fellow villagers in the squadron,
but he did not take any great part in the conversation.
The change in Fomin's behaviour coincided with a report
which he received from Vieshenska: the Political Depart-
ment of the Don Cheka briefly informed him that at
Mikhailovka, in the neighbouring Ust-Miedvieditsa area, a
garrison battalion with its commander Vakulin had revolted.
Vakulin happened to be a regimental comrade and friend
of Fomin's. At one time they had served together in the
insurgent Mironov corps, and together they had piled their
arms when that force was surrounded by the Budionny
cavalry. The friendly relations between Fomin and Vakulin
had never been broken off, and only a little time before,
at the beginning of September, Vakulin had visited
Vieshenska. Even then he had ground his teeth and
complained to his old friend about the " domination of the
commissars, who were ruining the farmers with their grain
requisitioning and leading the country to perdition/' In